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The months that followed his reunion with Megadeth were hectic. They were on the road a lot and so there 
wasn't a lot of time for him and Dave to talk, argue, reminisce or reconnect. It was only after David arrived 
home that he finally stopped to think. He'd gone back to him. Back to the one man on earth that held the power 
to break his heart so thoroughly and cruelly. There had been a fair amount of awkward moments, a fair 
amount of joyous moments, too. There had been many times when David had wanted to approach Dave but, 


for some reason, the redhead made every excuse. David had convinced himself that Dave still hated him. So 


then why had he agreed that David should return? 


On the shortest day of the year, the winter solstice, David was packing up his two best friends, Zoey and 
Peter, four year old sibling Persians, for the long flight back to Jackson to spend Christmas with his family. 
David was just putting their carriers and his suitcase near the door when he heard the taxi pull into the 
driveway. Without a glance, he opened the door and called out that he'd just be a minute. David made one last 
round to make sure everything was turned off and then returned to the foyer to find Dave standing in the 


doorway. 


"Dave?!" He all but screamed in surprise. "What the hell are you doing here? I'm leaving. l'm going home for a 


couple weeks." 


Dave looked forlorn, staring at the hissing cat in its carrier. "I know. | remember you told the guys that! 
"So what are you doing here?" 

"Can | come?" 

"What?" He had to wonder what the hell Dave had up his sleeve now. 


"Yeah, |, uh, | wondered if maybe | could," The redhead shuffled a little, stalling. "Could | go with you to 


Jackson?" 

"But why?" 

Dave shifted again and cleared his throat as he rolled his eyes. "Can | or not?" 
The younger man frowned. "Not" He mumbled as he moved past Dave. 

"Wait!" He grabbed David's arm. "Junior, please." 


"What, Dave? What? For months, you ignored me, acted like you got nothing to say to me, and now you show 
up on my doorstep, asking to come home with me? What the fuck?" David growled. 


"| know! | know, all right? | fucked up. A lot. And | took my time getting here but here | am" 

"And l'm supposed to jump up and down about that?" He jerked his arm away. ‘lm waiting for my cab’ 
"He already came and | sent him away’ 

"Dave!" 

Now, the redhead's lips twitched in a little grin 

"You're an asshole.” 


"| know." 


With a look of supreme satisfaction, Dave sat on the aisle with the cat carrier on the seat in the middle. David 
grumbled the entire flight to Minneapolis, hating the idea of Dave taking his choices away, yet again. And yet, 


impressed by the redhead's determination. 


David picked up his rental car and two of them drove from Minneapolis to Jackson. When the car pulled into 
the drive of the farm, between two high banks of snow, Dave smiled fondly as he looked at the big farmhouse 


with its wreath on the door and a candle in every window. 


"| didn't have a chance to Tell my mother you were with me." The younger man grunted as he shoved the car 


into park and turned the ignition off. 
"lll surprise her." 
‘lm sure you will” 


And, on cue, the front door opened and Frances stepped out, onto the porch. "Oh!" She exclaimed when she saw 


Dave with her son. "Davel We weren't expecting you. Welcome, welcome! It's so good to see you again, young 


man. 
Dave flashed David a grin as he stooped to hug the small woman. "Good to see you again, too, Mrs. E" 


"David, | made up your bed. Dave, the other bed in David's room is bare but, if you give me five minutes, I'l 


just run up and make it" 

"Thanks, Mrs. E" 

"Mom, Dave will be just fine on the couch" David barked and shot Dave a dirty glare. 
"David, don't be silly. You know l'm okay with the two of you - * 

"There is no two of us, Mom" 


After Frances made up the other bed with thick flannel sheets and a heavy duvet, she made the boys lunch 
of thick, hot stew and cornbread. 


‘Oh, dear. Just as they predicted, it's started to snow again They say this storm might give us another twelve 


to eighteen inches." 
"Wonderful" David grumbled, knowing that would mean they'd be stuck in the house. 


"Before it gets too bad, would you mind going to get us a tree, dear? The saw is just inside the barn l'm sure 


Dave will go with you." 
Dave smiled broadly. "I'd love to! Where is it? A tree farm?" 


"Yeah, right. | hope you packed some warm clothes." 


After getting the cats settled, David changed into a pair of long johns under his flannel lined jeans, a turtleneck 
under his sweater and two pairs of socks. He pulled on tall boots, a parka, a hat and gloves. Dave dressed in all 
the warm layers he brought with him; jeans, hoodie, wool coat, hat, scarf, and gloves. His water resistant 
hikers would have to do, too. He hurried after David as the bassist stomped off toward the barn. 

"Where are we going?" 

"Into the woods." 

"Oh." Dave hesitated. 

"Go back in the house." 

"No." 

"You're not dressed for this. Go. | don't want to deal with your sick ass." 

‘lm going with you." 

"Fine. Don't say | didn't warn you." David started for the wood line with the hand saw and a tarp. 

Dave had to admire David's gumption. He always was full of piss and fire. He grinned as he hurried to catch up 
with the shorter man. They walked off, down a trail, into the woods. The snow was falling and the forest was 
silent except for the sound of the snow crunching beneath their feet. The wide trail curved this way and that, 
up small, rolling hills and back down. They meandered for what seemed to Dave like miles. 

"Its cold." Dave comment. 

"Go back" David hissed. 

"No." 

David dropped the saw and tarp and turned on the redhead. He shoved at Dave's chest. "Go back!" 


"No!" Dave yelped, startled that the smaller man came at him like that. 


| swear to fucking God, Dave." David snarled. He was panting with rage, fire danced through his eyes. "Why are 


you even here?" 
"| | " 


"Forget it! Just fucking forget it.” David picked his things up again and started town the trail once more. 


"Junior! Junior, wait!" 

"Its David!" He called over his shoulder. 

Dave tried to trot through the snow to catch the other man. "Please, wait! | want to explain." 

"What? Explain what?" David kept walking. 

"You're not the only one who's confused by all of this!" 

David stopped short and squeezed his eyes closed. “All of what?" 

"This, Junior! | mean David. You and me!" He finally caught the bassist and walked around in front of him. "For 
better or worse, you are the love the of my life and | spent a long, long time trying to forget that. As l'm 
sure you did, too. And then | gave up. | gave up the fight and | wanted you back." 

"Why didn't you say that before?" 

"Because!" Dave was sharp and then immediately softened. "| don't know. Because everything | rehearsed 
suddenly sounded so fucking insignificant when | first saw your face. And every moment that passed made it 
too late. | should have told you this the moment | laid eyes on you again. | chickened out and then it got worse 
and worse because | could feel you getting angry with me. Why are you so angry with me?" He gave the 


younger man that stupid lost puppy look that always made David give in. 


"Because | needed you to say those things! | needed you to own up to the shit you put me through." David 
snapped. 


I'm saying them now. l'm owning it now." 


David made no reply but, instead, took Dave's gloved hand in his. They walked, finally, in unison The snow fell 


peacefully around them. And there came a warm peace to David's heart, as well. 


The woods gave way to a large meadow dotted with thick groves of balsam pine trees. Dave's eyes widened 


and he gave a quiet, "Wow." 
The younger man grinned and said, "Pick one. Not too tall." 


Dave picked the perfect tree, thick with lots of branches and needles but not too tall that they'd have to ruin 
it by cutting a lot off. Together, they worked to saw it down, onto the spread open tarp. David tied a rope 
through the holes in the tarp, creating a makeshift sled with which they could pull the tree home. As he 


gathered up the rope and turned, he found Dave down on a knee in the snow. 


"Come on, ready to head back. We'll have to go a lot slower now with the tree and the snow is starting to pile 


up. 


The redhead lifted his face and held out a bare hand. In it, sat a gold ring. "Junior," He started, a hopeful glint 


in his eye. "David, will you wear this again?" 


The rope was dropped into the snow. "Put your gloves back on! Dave, it's too cold for this!" He rushed to help 
Dave stand and then dusted off the snow. 


"Stop it! Stop fussing!" Dave complained. "Will you? Please?" 
"Give me the damn ring." He was irritated by Dave's timing but, if he had to admit it, David was bursting with 
love. He pulled his glove off and slid the ring onto his left ring finger. "Now, can we just get on with this? Its 


getting late and the snow is pi-" 


His face was grabbed by two gloved hands and David was silenced with a long, deep kiss. 


When the last ornament went on the tree, Frances bid them goodnight. As she left the room, she flicked the 
light switch off so that only three illuminated the living room. 


David sat down on the couch, sipping cocoa and watching Dave adjust the angel on top. "Looks good." He 
murmured, secretly meaning Dave. His fingers twitched, twisting the gold band that had been absent for eight 


years. They had become unaccustomed to it. 


The redhead finally sat down beside him. "Do | really have to sleep out here?" He pouted, laying his head on 
David's shoulder. 


"| haven't decided yet" 
"Junior!" 


David didn't correct him this time, choosing to smile into his mug of cocoa, instead. 


